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First Rehearsal  
January 24th, 2017  
The first rehearsal was so surreal because it wasn’t like any other first rehearsal at UMW I’d been to. 
This rehearsal had the idea “SENIOR PROJECT” looming in my head and I kept remembering that it 
would be the final first rehearsal at UMW that I would attend.  
As opposed to doing a read through, we talked a lot about the language of the play and the language of 
Shakespeare in general. Because I’ve studied Shakespeare in multiple settings, I was very familiar with 
what Helen was explaining. I was very glad for the refresher on scansion and iambic pentameter, 
because I had forgotten exactly how to do that. Helen also mentioned a number of resources including 
the Shakespeare Lexicon by David Schmidt and Shakespeare’s Words by David & Ben Crystal.  
I started looking at my lines to see if they were in iambic pentameter and I realized that they weren’t. I 
knew that this was significant but I wasn’t sure what it meant. I think the reason that they speak in what 
Helen explained to me was “doggerel” instead of iambic pentameter is because not only are these 
witches very outside of Macbeth’s circle and his story in general, but also because they are very childlike 
in their behavior. They seem to enjoy their interactions with Macbeth and Banquo and telling them the 
future – but not the whole future.  
We also discussed the history behind Macbeth, which I was quite familiar with and happy to help 
provide what details I could. I realized that I hadn’t done much research on what Holinshed (author of 
Holinshed’s Chronicles of England, Scotland, and Ireland) had to say about the Witches of Macbeth’s 
story, so I’ll need to do some more research on that. I have already done a bit of research for scholarly 
articles written about the Witches and the part they play, so I am hoping Holinshed will give me an idea 
of who the real Witches were, if they existed at all.  
At the end, Helen called the three seniors in the cast over and she explained what our blogs needed to 
entail. Lots of research, a character analysis that can change over the course of the production, and 
most importantly: our process. How everything we’ve learned and everything we’re learning is 
informing our decisions.  
This project is going to be the culmination of everything I’ve learned in the last 4 years and I am so 
excited to get started. 
 
 
 
 
What’s In A Name? Setting up my Senior Blog, Pinterest, and 
Chocolate Cake  
January 24th, 2017  
Immediately after rehearsal, I rushed into the CAD Lab to set up my blog. I had trouble deciding what to 
name my blog. I wanted it to be witty but also express how I thought my character played into 
Macbeth’s undoing. I also wanted it to come from one of my lines, but that proved to be more difficult 
than I anticipated. 
 Other things this blog could have been called:  
 First Witch, First Bitch: Leading Macbeth Headfirst Into His Fate  
 I’ll Do, I’ll Do, and I’ll Do  
 He Shall Live a Man Forbid  
 Hail. Speak. Show.  
 I’m the Reason He Sleeps No More 
 From Our Mouths  
 Sleep Shall Neither Night Nor Day (Runner Up)  
None of those – aside from the last one – really had the feel that I wanted. I started to feel silly taking 
literally hours to come up with something, furiously scanning my lines for something that jumped out at 
me until I reread Macbeth’s second interaction with the Witches. He asks them how they know his 
future and to show him more of it.  
First Witch 
 Say, if thou’dst rather hear it from our mouths,  
Or from our masters?  
MACBETH  
Call ’em; let me see ’em.  
First Witch 
Pour in sow’s blood, that hath eaten  
Her nine farrow; grease that’s sweaten  
From the murderer’s gibbet throw 
 Into the flame. 
 “…Into the flame.” It was perfect. Not only was it a line that I spoke alone but it also reminded me of 
that phrase “out of the frying pan, and into the fire,” which is sort of how I always thought about 
Macbeth’s situation. He’d gone to the Witches once and that turned into him killing Duncan, putting him 
in an unstable emotional state. Going back to these Witches was just going to make it worse. And 
something that I’d read just after finding out I was cast (Daniel Albright’s “The witches and the witch: 
Verdi’s Macbeth” – more on that later) suggested that the Witches viewed Macbeth’s story as comedy, 
while we view it as a tragedy. So, something about this line made me think “she is throwing him into the 
flame, just like all of the ingredients she throws into her cauldron, and she loves it”.  
On the tagline, I decided that there was really no subtitle that really contributed to the flow of the title, 
so I nixed that.  
While I searched for inspiration, Megan – our Second Witch – realized she had a Pinterest account. 
Subsequently, I remembered that I did, too. Megan decided to dedicate her previously unused Pinterest 
to her senior project and I decided to dedicate a single board. The things I that pin to that board are of 
various aesthetics that I’d like to associate my witch with, including a few pictures of a gray cat to 
symbolize my familiar, Graymalkin. I then came across a quote from a Terry Prachett novel, and that 
became both my tagline and the very first thing I decided to post: “The last thing you wanted a witch to 
do was get bored and start making her own amusements, because witches sometimes had famously 
erratic ideas about what was amusing.” I decided that this, perhaps more than any line in Macbeth, 
represented who my witch was. One who actively had a hand in Macbeth’s downfall and gleefully 
enjoyed every second of it.  
We stayed in the CAD lab for the better part of that night, going back and forth between homework and 
working on our blogs and Pinterests. We decided to all go in on a chocolate cake, which made the 
creative process all the more fun. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
The Origin of Wyrd 
January 25th, 2017 
 
Something important to note, also, is the wyrd is related to the word weywyrd which is related to the 
word wayward, which Hecate uses to describe Macbeth. She calls him a wayward son – an individual 
who laughs in the face of authority and possibly, based on origin, laughs in the face of his own fate. “He 
shall spurn fate, scorn death, and bear his hopes ‘bove wisdom, grace, and fear” and he does. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
January 25th, 2017 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Second Rehearsal  
January 26th, 2017  
Tonight was a well needed refresher in scansion. The two examples we used were the prologue in 
Romeo and Juliet and Macbeth’s “To-morrow, and to-morrow, and to-morrow” soliloquy. For both of 
these I had a general understanding of the meaning and intention behind them, but studying the meter 
and literary tools used in them allowed me to see the fuller breadth of the speeches. I think that when 
reading Shakespeare, I usually know what they’re saying but it takes longer to decipher because I don’t 
have the words scored in front of me. I don’t always know where the stresses are and I learned tonight 
that knowing exactly where they are can change absolutely everything. For example, in Macbeth’s 
soliloquy, it is not only his reaction to his wife’s death, but it is also a reflection of his current mental and 
emotional – and potentially even physical – state. He’s tired, he’s broken, and every day is another day 
filled with paranoia and agony. I plan on going through my own lines and scoring them to see how they 
differ from my initial understanding of them. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Third Rehearsal  
January 30th, 2017  
Tonight was super fun and also a little sobering to a point. We did a review on the Body NRGs from voice 
and body and then used them to create both our Macbeth characters and characters completely 
separate from the play. I found a lot of power in using potency when I was creating my Witch. I liked 
using a mix of writhing potency and potency through strength in order to create a more complex 
physicality. When testing the other two NRGS, neither seemed like they would fit. The sobering part was 
when we were embodying the offshoot of radiancy, flirting. I just wasn’t comfortable with it and I don’t 
know if it was because I didn’t know everyone super well, but it was a reminder that I need to continue 
pushing myself to my limits and expanding my comfort zone. I need to keep doing things that make me 
feel uncomfortable and awkward until I no long feel that way. Hopefully I will be able to accomplish that 
during this production. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
First Read Through  
February 2nd, 2017  
Tonight was the first read through and it was so much fun. I learned that there were a few things that I 
was still unsure about with the language. I had guesses on how to say them and what they meant, but I 
wasn’t certain. Here is what they mean:  
‘Aroint = said like ‘point’, means ‘get away’  
‘Rump-fed’ = means ‘fat’, or ‘well fed’. This source has some debate on if the witch is actually calling the 
sailor’s wife fat.  
‘Ronyon’ = said like ‘run-yen’, means ‘[term of abuse for a woman] mangy creature’  
‘Sieve’ = said like ‘civ’, means ‘basket, hold-all, container [especially for market produce]’  
Thanks to the online Shakespeare Glossary for the definitions of these words.  
Also, this source suggests that ‘to Aleppo gone’ creates a link between Macbeth and Chaucer’s Man of 
Law’s Tale. I have yet to do any serious research into that.  
At the end of the rehearsal, I learned that we were were going to pronounce the ‘i’s in ‘either’ and 
‘neither’ as opposed to the ‘e’s and that Glamis would be pronounced ‘Glams’ with a long ‘a’. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Three Witches Convene  
February 3rd, 2017 
 Today Cynthia, Megan, and I met to discuss our group lines and where we believe the stresses and 
unstressed appear to be. Originally, I thought our lines were mostly doggerel but after we looked over 
them together, we realized that they were in trochaic tetrameter. We found that most of our stresses 
were appearing on verbs as well as words involving numbers and commands. This wasn’t surprising due 
to the knowledge we received about scansion from Helen, but it was incredibly important for us to 
recognize so that we could play with that emphasis in rehearsal.  
We also discussed our relationships to each other and what kind of person we thought we were. I told 
them that I thought my witch was the sort of woman who was raised around witchcraft, but once she 
was exposed to the darker side, she got addicted to it. I based a lot of this on what I read about Verdi’s 
Macbeth – that the witches find Macbeth’s narrative to be a comedy – as well as the joy my witch seems 
to take from torturing and harassing innocent people:  
I will drain him dry as hay:  
Sleep shall neither night nor day  
Hang upon his pent-house lid;  
He shall live a man forbid:  
Weary sev’nnights nine times nine  
Shall he dwindle, peak and pine:  
Though his bark cannot be lost,  
Yet it shall be tempest-tost.  
Look what I have.  
….  
Here I have a pilot’s thumb,  
Wreck’d as homeward he did come.  
It seems clear to me that she has very little regard for human life and perhaps even gains some of her 
power from torturing and causing the death of her victims. This idea comes from the legend that 
witches who kill younger people gain their life source and prolong their own mortality.  
We also discussed whether we were mortals or supernatural beings and I thought that we might be 
supernatural for these reasons: our name the Weird Sisters most likely comes from the Anglo-Saxon 
word ‘wyrd’ referring to fate and destiny. This instantly reminded me of the story of the three women 
who control the thread of destiny or fate. I need to do some more research on this, but I think the fact 
that we’re called the Weird Sisters relates directly to those women and implies that we have a certain 
amount of control over Macbeth’s destiny. Whether this be that we control that thread or we are 
merely mortal women who are seers and have supernatural qualities but are not supernatural. This is 
not really for us to decide, as this is a director’s choice. Cynthia and Megan are fairly sure that we’re 
mortal women and that it would be more interesting that way. I don’t know if it would more interesting 
one way or another, but I like the idea of us not being human because I’ve always held the belief that 
the witches drive Macbeth’s narrative and ultimately lead him to his downfall. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
2 Days Around The Table  
February 10th, 2017  
The last two nights were table work and I learned so many interesting things about the world of the 
play, the way the characters interact.  
One of the most important things I learned over the last two days was that our witches are humans. This 
is incredibly important because this takes away my idea of them being like the Greek Moirai – the 
incarnations of destiny who control fate. So now, my idea is that we are wise women who have been 
gifted with these powers, who knows what we have given up for it? We worship Hecate, and so she 
works through us – except this time. We have gone rogue.  
Ian brought up something very interesting that I really like. Banquo has a line after he interacts with the 
witches for the first time: “The earth hath bubbles, as the water has,/And these are of them” (I.iii.81-
82). We are anomalies. We don’t belong in his world. Even though we’re mortals, there is something 
that just isn’t right about us.  
During the conversation, Helen brought up that the witches were meant to represent the equivocators 
from the Gunpowder Plot of 1605. After she said that, I looked at my lines as well as Cynthia and 
Megan’s lines when we interact with Macbeth and Banquo. Nearly everything we say to them can be 
interpreted multiple ways. We’re not interested in giving him what he wants. We’re interested in our 
own plans and giving him the truth – as we see it – and it is not our fault if he thinks that his path to 
becoming king involves murder.  
A question that was asked of us last night was: why do we disappear and never return after 4.1? We 
leave in the middle of everything, just when he needs us most. I think part of that comes from being the 
equivocators. We talk around everything and so Macbeth can never really get a clear picture of what is 
going to happen. The future isn’t set in stone, so we can never speak in absolutes. We never know 
exactly what is going to happen, even though our language seems to be leading him one way. I think, 
also, that we never come back because our job is done, even though his story is far from over. I realized 
that this parallels our first interaction with him. He pleads with us to continue but we leave. We plant 
the seed but keep ourselves at a distance. Cause terror, but keep the blood off our hands.  
Finally, an interesting concept that came up in conversation with Ian was that my witch considers herself 
above everyone. This is in terms of power, in knowledge, in morals. I know more (the future), I can do 
more (the , and therefore a normal sense of morality doesn’t apply to me.I get upset when someone 
doesn’t give me food (the Sailor’s Wife bit in 1.3) but then I think exacting revenge against a woman by 
torturing her husband is acceptable. 
 Overall, both nights gave me a lot to think about and I can’t wait to look more into detail into 
everything. 
 
First Day In Wonderbread  
February 14th, 2017  
Tonight (Feb 13) was the first night in Wonderbread (our off-campus rehearsal space). The tape down is 
so intricate and I am honestly worried that I am not going to remember how to read it.  
The idea of being on a really high platform is nerve wracking, but I’m glad I won’t have to deal with that 
for a while. It’s funny how in my first show on Klein I began on an 8 foot platform and I will begin my last 
show on Klein on an 8 foot platform. This is a thought that continued to run through my head on breaks.  
We blocked scenes 1.1 and 1.3a – those are the opening scene, with the witches looking over the 
battlefield, and their first interaction with Macbeth. It’s really awkward with the scripts still in our hands, 
but I am doing my best to work through that. I can tell that some of my vocal quality is stinted by 
attempting to make eye contact with the people that I interact with because I keep losing my place. This 
will get better with time.  
We are not very creepy as witches at the moment – Helen called us “joyful, young women”, which is 
exactly the opposite of what she views the witches as. I believe this may have come from my attempt at 
putting in the idea that the witches view Macbeth’s tragedy as a comedy, an idea that I got from this 
article about an operatic version of Macbeth. However, the article does mention that the reason that 
they don’t view this story as a tragedy is because they are not human beings and cannot empathize in 
the way that we can for Macbeth. I may need to rethink my idea about this. It’s still very appealing. 
I find myself getting out of breath during 1.3. I think I need better breath support.  
For 1.3, Helen asked Megan, Cynthia, and I to make up a dance as we had in callbacks. Something that 
would end up with us at the cauldron. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Who is Hecate?  
February 16th, 2017  
Tonight (Feb 15) we blocked 3.5 – our scene with Hecate. Prior to this rehearsal, Megan, Cynthia, and I 
had talked about this particular scene together. Megan brought up a line that she has as Hecate, telling 
us to “meet her at the pit of Acheron” and described the research she had found about it. The Acheron 
in Greek mythology is a river in the Underworld. Where it intersects with the river Styx is where 
Odysseus dug a pit to pour in sacrificial blood. Megan suggested that this is likely why she pours in the 
baboon’s blood and I later realized why I say to “pour in sow’s blood”. This is how we are able to conjure 
the apparitions, with blood sacrifice.  
The blocking was pretty straight forward. We’re pretty much standing in the same place the entire time 
until we run off stage.  
After blocking, Helen sat down with us and we discussed the scene. Who was Hecate to us? Why were 
we doing this? We knew from Greek mythology that Hecate is the goddess of fertility. To us, she was the 
provider of our powers. We don’t believe that Hecate herself is dark or evil, but we know that we 
definitely use the powers that she gives us in a sinister manner. We determined in our discussion that 
Hecate is mostly benevolent and she did not ask us to do this. Our reason for saying this was because 
based on the language that Hecate uses, she is not happy that we did not tell her what we were going to 
do and she is definitely not happy with what we did. She asks us how did we “dare to traffic with 
Macbeth in riddles and affairs of death?” The term “traffic” is very important, because it implies 
illegality. It implies that we used the resources she gave us and abused them for our (my) own wants.  
We essentially broke it down, line by line. Helen asked us what we thought each line meant, and we 
didn’t always have an answer right away. Sometimes we had to talk it out before we got there. It was a 
neat process, and I definitely understand what Hecate is asking of us much better than I did before.  
I don’t quite know how my witch feels about this interaction with Hecate. I think I initially played it as 
confusion with Hecate’s anger, which is an interesting choice because it reaffirms Hecate’s statement 
that we are “saucy and overbold”. We (being me) are so bold that we do not even bow down in fear 
when she is angry over what we have done. My reasoning for this choice is that I don’t think that my 
witch would even be able to comprehend why Hecate was mad about this because based on who my 
witch clearly is as a person, messing up the life of another person is not out of the ordinary. That being 
said, I’m not sure that it reads very well, so I’ll need to try something else. 
 
 
 
 
Double, Double, Toil and Trouble  
February 18th, 2017  
Tonight we blocked 4.1. I could only be there for the first 15 minutes because I was working in the box 
office for Steel Magnolias, but we got through a good bit of it and it doesn’t appear that I’ll really be 
moving very much. I am kind of concerned about the space between the edge of the stage and the 
cauldron. I know that that will probably be worked out once we finally get on the stage, I just don’t 
know how much freedom I have to move right now and that’s slightly frustrating. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Let’s get together – yeah, yeah, yeah  
February 21st, 2017  
Today was a great rehearsal because we finally got to work all of our scenes fully and we got to present 
the ritualistic dance for 1.3. It actually came together really last minute because the three of us are 
incredibly busy people, but I’d been thinking about it for a while. I’d been thinking a lot about how many 
times the witches reference the number 3 or multiples of 3 within that scene and knew that we needed 
to incorporate that somehow. We also liked the idea of us being in a circle for two reasons: one, 
because the phrase “posters of the sea and land” means travelers of world, and also because being in a 
circle is something we did in callbacks and we found it worked really well for us. We presented it and 
right now we’re finding it a little difficult getting over to the cauldron. Part of that is having the scripts in 
our hands so I’m sure we’ll figure things out.  
Our biggest note right now is the fact that we’re not being malevolent enough. I’m not sure why this is 
or how to fix it. Perhaps I just need to get a clearer picture of why we’re doing what we’re doing. 
Literally the only thing in my head right now is “we’re doing this because we want to fuck with him 
because that is fun”. That is not really an objective and I know that, but I do truly think that part of it is 
just pure enjoyment from messing with his life. That being said, it might not be the only reason. I’ll have 
to find a deeper seated, perhaps more emotional reason.  
Helen asked us really important questions today and I’m glad because I WAS (mostly) READY!  
The first question she asked was during 1.1 – Why do I said “in thunder, lightning, OR in rain?” I was 
actually not prepared to answer this BUT I did some research and have an answer now! There are 
actually a couple explanations: this article suggests that the word “or” signifies that the elements have 
been disjointed, just as everything in this play has been. Things that naturally occur together and don’t 
typically occur apart have the possibility to occur separately and things are just not quite right. Another 
answer that I found but now can’t seem to find where I found it was that because the witches have 
supernatural abilities, they are each able to control certain aspects of the weather.  
The second question was also in 1.1 – What does “fair is foul, and foul is fair, hover through the fog and 
filthy air” mean? This we were prepared to answer. We had decided that this was as sort of prayer, 
particularly when we say “hover through the fog and filthy air”. It’s a prayer for protection as we move 
through these events that are murky and unclear.  
The next questions were during 1.3:  
 What is the shipman’s card? It refers to a compass.  
 What is “his penthouse lid”? This I didn’t need to research – it’s is eyelid. It means that he won’t 
be able to sleep. She also asked me how long he won’t be able to sleep – I told her that I wasn’t 
sure, even though I knew that “sev’nights” (written in our text incorrectly as “sen’nights”) was a 
week. She told me to do the math, because it was right in the language: “weary sev’nights, nine 
times nine”. I tried doing it on the spot and said “81 weeks…? No… that can’t be right”. But I 
looked it up and yes, it’s 81 weeks. That is a long time (and also a multiple of 3!).  
 She also asked what “though his bark cannot be lost, yet it shall be tempest tossed” meant. It 
means that while I may not be able to kill him, I can definitely make him miserable.  
 Finally she asked what the pilot’s thumb was and I said that it was the thumb of the man who I 
just mentioned torturing. Helen did not agree with me on this and so I decided to do some 
research. There does seem to be some evidence that the thumb represents Jesuit priest Henry 
Garnet’s executed head for equivocating, but that doesn’t really answer what it means in the 
context of the play. After rereading the scene a few times, I still think that the pilot’s thumb is in 
reference to this guy that I’ve talked about torturing and my reasoning for this is because I call 
that guy the “master of the Tiger” in which “master” is a synonym for “captain”. And because 
they didn’t have planes when this was written, pilot is clearly a synonym for captain.  
This was a very productive rehearsal and while sometimes getting the same note as before can be 
frustrating, it shows that what we’re trying isn’t working and we must search for something else and I 
am very interested in finding out what that is. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Character Work – Progress  
March 16th, 2017  
Lately I’ve been told that I am not creepy enough. I am not sinister enough. I are not old enough. These 
are all very true assessments and I have been struggling with them because I certainly don’t want to 
make her into a caricature but she also must be larger than life. She sets a king on a path towards his 
downfall. She is no small woman.  
As I’ve stated before: she’s knows exactly what she’s doing and she likes it. But maybe she more than 
likes it. Maybe it does more than just makes her happy. She is very old – this is clear from the many 
times she is called a hag. With age comes experience. And with this experience, I’ve decided that she 
does what she does because it makes her feel powerful and important. It makes her feel that she has 
control over the world in the way that Hecate does – even though she is no match for Hecate. She 
comes to terms with this when Hecate possesses the second witch – something that she neither has the 
power nor the will to do. She will never have the same control over human kind and the world in the 
way that Hecate does and what is worse – she is losing favor with Hecate because of her interactions 
with Macbeth. I think that my witch interpreted his stunned silence in response to the prophecy to 
mean that she had control over his life. Just with her words, she could silence someone so bold. When 
Hecate reveals exactly what measures Macbeth had taken to get to where he is, she’s furious. Furious 
that someone she viewed she had significant control over is acting of their own will. He took her words 
about Banquo and tried to defy fate, tried to defy her. So once he comes back, she does not want to use 
her powers for him. Hecate has already told her that the witches need to fix the mess that they have 
created and interacting with Macbeth again can mean trouble for them.  
I had been thinking about this a lot over break and testing out some physical movements and vocal 
changes. I wanted to test these ideas out in rehearsal.  
I decided that for her vocal quality, it should be higher rather than a low, tonal quality. The lower tone 
gives a sense of power but not so much one that is sinister. I think the higher quality gives a better sense 
of sinister because that kind of witch voice is more recognizable to a 21st century western audience, 
with The Wizard of Oz likely being their point of reference for a witch. I don’t want to do exactly The 
Wicked Witch did, but certainly something similar to give her that sense of malevolence.  
As for physicality, a hunched over – more writhing potency with some buoyancy and a little radiancy – 
physicality ages the character and also suggests that she could be floating of her own volition. She could 
be otherworldly but maybe that’s just what she wants you to believe. Something to give the sense that 
while she is focused on that one thing, her mind is way ahead of her and she’s ready to go at a 
moment’s notice.  
I am finding that while I am mostly memorized, I am still struggling with a couple of my speeches and so 
recreating physicality and vocal quality was a challenge. Much of what I wanted did not immediately 
translate through tonight as I’d hope, but with more work, it should come through more naturally.  
We worked on several of our scenes and I found that I liked using a little more radiancy when the 
witches are alone and when Macbeth first shows up. She’s taking real joy in what she’s doing so she’s 
cackling, excited show her sisters just exactly what sorts of things she’s done now and she’s just dying to 
mess with the psyches of Macbeth and Banquo. However, potency felt more natural when we worked 
on the second interactions between the witches and Macbeth. This time she is bitter, she is angry, and 
she is afraid. Her magic does not come from a sense of joy. She’s being forced to clean up the mess she’s 
made and when Macbeth walks in she’s being threatened. The only reason she doesn’t just attack him 
and end him right there is because Hecate has insisted that he follow this path to its end and his 
downfall. Being killed by a witch is anti-climactic for all and would likely result in some terrifying 
punishment from Hecate. Instead, she curls her fingers and arms in on herself to hold herself back, to 
maintain control over the only thing she has left to control which is her cauldron.  
We also discussed a few theories such as magic is an addiction. Our physicality can be expressed through 
buoyancy as the ‘high’ that it gives us or maybe as radiancy because it excites us. I like this idea and I 
think it works well with my witch’s need for control and power. We also talked about why Banquo says 
that each of us has a finger on our lips. I thought it might be a habit of deep thinking, Cynthia though it 
might have something to do with physically holding herself back from talking and maybe blood magic, 
and Megan brought it back to the addiction where a tic might be that they pic at the skin of the lip. 
Helen thought it might be us trying to shush each other because we had to wait for just the right 
opportunity to reveal our prophecy. I really liked that idea and when we tried it it was so much fun. We 
had too much fun, apparently, because we go so into it that had other actors actually been there, we 
would have stolen focus. We’ll need to dial it back a bit, but I like where we’re going with that. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
The Power of 3  
March 25th, 2017  
Multiples of three come up a lot in this play. I noticed this when we began to create our dance for 1.3. I 
remembered watching these old Disney Channel movies, called the Halloweentown movies and there 
was always an emphasis on “the power of 3.” One witch alone wasn’t very powerful, but 3? They could 
have a significant impact. I decided to look this up to see if this was a real part of witchcraft.  
In a way, yes.  
Obviously, this isn’t a scholarly source, but the first this that came up was the Wikipedia article about 
the Rule of Three in Wicca, which states that everything that a witch puts out to the world is returned to 
the witch 3 times over. I continued to look for something about the power of 3 people and finally found 
something: a book called The Mystery of Numbers. Throughout many cultures, odd numbers tend to be 
associated with ill omens, witchcraft, etc. Sometimes they’re cited as positive omens, but most often 
not. At last, I finally found a book on witchcraft and it straight up said that “In Celtic mythology three 
and multiples of three, especially nine, were of profound significance, and found their most obvious 
expression in the triple aspect of their mother-goddess Brigid, or Brigantia.”  
I also tried looking at Holinshed’s Chronicles for help (on this and multiple things) and the only mention 
of the witches, unfortunately, was the equivalent of 1.3a.  
Shakespeare likely took aspects of all of this, realizing that across cultures the number three and its 
multiples would have held great significance in one way or another to his audience. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Important Updates Throughout The Rehearsal Process  
April 6th, 2017  
 February 27 – STUMBLE THROUGH NUMBER 1 – Pretty good for a first stumble through. Still 
awkward with books in hand at some points, but was able to some stuff off book!  
 March 16 – Back to Work Off Book – Today was the first day off book because we had the snow 
day. Thankfully, I actually did pretty well and only got about 8 line notes.  
 March 20 – Scene Work – As I was entering, Helen suggested: why don’t you question Megan as 
if you’re suspicious instead of curious? Immediately, what I was doing clicked. Everything from 
here on out felt very sinister and I now knew in what direction I wanted to take my physicality 
and facial expressions. Potency and some radiancy all the way! Also, a goal: creep Neal out with 
my facial expressions as much as humanly possible while my back is to the audience. This later 
becomes a very important mannerism for my witch. She’s always touching or picking at her 
mouth, or putting her fingers in her mouth – almost like she can taste fear. 
 March 22 – Scene Work – Helen asked: why was I suspicious of Megan? Because more often 
than not, we are a unit. What was it that she was doing that I didn’t know about? And why 
didn’t I know beforehand? Why did I have to ask? Also: props! I believe this was the day we first 
got baskets for 4.1 and I have staked my claim on the one that looks like a market basket.  
 March 23 – Acts 1&3 – Cynthia and I had actually worked out a really beautiful moment where 
we grab onto each other for dear life across the throne while Hecate admonishes us. We realize 
we can’t cling to each other for comfort because I have been placed on the middle platform and 
Cynthia is on the 8ft platform with Megan and the throne is built directly into the wall. For now, 
I’m falling down the stairs.  
 March 24 – Acts 4&5 – Act 4 is ROUGH. Around pages 81-84 are the ones I have the most 
trouble with getting down. It’s because I don’t know the ends of Neal’s lines and we’re all still 
working on getting our lines solid.  
 March 25 – STUMBLE THROUGH #2 – super solid Stumble Through! The witches will now also be 
crying off stage briefly as regular women in 5.5 – at the discovery of Lady M’s death. Load out to 
Klein! I get introduced on Wednesday, since Monday will likely be fight call.  
 March 27 – Promotional Video – Worked with Taryn and Alexander on the promotional video 
that will feature us. Lots of blood. Wish the show was going to include this much blood, but I 
know it’s too messy. Taryn’s concept for my witch: see no evil, in which I scratch out my eyes 
and blood drips down my face. Interesting idea, couldn’t quite work it into my character. But, it 
reminded me how my hands are covered in just as much blood as Macbeth’s. He is not the only 
guilty party.  
 March 29 – Backstage pass, rehearsal – It was cool to talk to some of the patrons and have them 
ask questions about our characters! We then got introduced to the set by Claire and spaced out 
Shakespeare’s Act 1. Being on the platform is like being in Lysistrata all over again and I 
remember just how afraid I am of heights. Constant thought: 
Don’tlookdownDon’tlookdownDon’tlookdown. Accidentally changed the blocking in 1.3 because 
I couldn’t remember where I was supposed to enter from, but it was never brought up because 
it worked. I felt really powerful coming down the stairs from the middle platform and then down 
the main platform. I don’t yet have a pilot’s thumb (and would forget on the very first day of 
tech to tell anyone that I needed that prop- woops).  
 March 30 – spacing acts 2&3 – Can’t fall to the stairs. We sort of figured this out during the 
stumble through before load out. We started with me falling down right where I was but 
eventually moved it to me running up the stairs and stopping on the third or fourth step for 
sight lines’ sake. Now looking at Cynthia and making eye contact will have to be a more 
conscious and driven decision, which is good.  
 March 31 – spacing act 4&5 – I feel very stationary still, until we have to do our antic round 
around Neal. Incredibly difficult to do with amount of space that we have and so I’m focused on 
that and not my breath control, and so I’m losing support and not able to finish the line strongly. 
This is frustrating. Lady cry (as we began calling it during tech) was weak because we didn’t 
quite know what to do for it. It was either this rehearsal or during the designer run that I told 
Cynthia and Neal that my line “grease that sweaten from the murderer’s gibbet” essentially 
meant the grease that came from Neal’s chin or cheek. I’d researched this, but looking back, I 
think I misread the world “gallows” as “jowls” (somehow?) because a gibbet refers to the 
gallows. That being said, I think it ended up being a really cool, important choice because if 
we’re identifying “the murderer” as Macbeth and we’re taking the sweat from his chin and 
referring to it as “grease that’s sweaten from the murder’s gibbet” means we’re alluding to his 
death. It helps the audience recognize that these apparitions are able to come to us through the 
faults in his own actions. Otherwise, it probably would have just been another silly, witchy 
ingredient. 
 April 2 – Designer run – Designers watched for the first time. It was good to have them there 
before having the Backstage Pass audience. Explored going to the extension a little more so that 
it wouldn’t be a surprise if I did it during tech. I made a choice that because I had ordered the 
sow’s blood and murderer’s sweat be put in the cauldron that I was was causing the apparitions 
to possess the others. This eventually became a group action, which I wasn’t really thrilled about 
before but I ended up being very okay with it. It brought us closer together as witches.  
 April 3 – Backstage pass run – I felt the adrenaline from the Backstage Pass folks and I think it 
really fueled me. I think this is when Cynthia and I would start reaching out to each other during 
4.1 to make sure the other was okay. I know several weeks ago I decided that I was very 
protective over her because she is the youngest of the three witches. This would continue to 
intensify throughout tech and performances.  
 April 5 – Backstage pass run – The adrenaline continued to fuel me from the Backstage Pass 
people, probably a bit too much. I’m pretty sure I rushed through 1.3 from excitement. I AM 
READY FOR TECH WEEK, LET’S GO!!! 
 
 
 
What’s in a name? (part deux)  
April 11th, 2017  
On Sunday, I was thinking about my character analysis and I realized I hadn’t given my witch a name. 
This seems trivial, because obviously she isn’t given one in the play, but I remember learning in Helen’s 
class that “everyone knows their own name”. It’s part of becoming connected with your character. I 
couldn’t even begin to come up with a name that I thought would fit. It could be anything. So, I went to 
the internet.  
The first article I came to was this blog post about the Weird Sisters. It ties them back to the idea of fate, 
destiny, and soothsaying. The post suggests that the First Witch’s name is Urthr, meaning Past. This is an 
interesting interpretation, and one that they are able to back up with textual evidence: they cite the line 
“All hail, Macbeth! Hail to thee, Thane of Glamis” (1.3). This would be considered a statement of the 
past because it was a Thanehood he received in the past and now Macbeth has been named Thane of 
Cawdor by Duncan – he just doesn’t know it yet.  
This post also describes the various ‘Fates’ throughout global mythologies that I had found in other 
research, such as Norns in Norse mythology, the Morari in Greek, and the Parcae in Roman. Her name in 
each of these were Urdr, Clotho, and Nona, respectively. They all have different jobs, but they are 
essentially the same kind of entity.  
Still, this didn’t help me with names. It would work if my witch was not a mere human being. If she were 
an entity of time and fate, I would likely just just call her Past and have it be done with.  
I decided to go back to some of the sources that Dr. Mathur had given me at the beginning of the 
process to see if I could get any ideas. The British Library had posted several essays on witchcraft and its 
relation to Macbeth. The name that popped out immediately: Mother Devell. Perfect. A word that Helen 
had been throwing around throughout the process was the word malevolence and what better name for 
a malevolent woman than the name Devell? Not only that, but according to these essays as well as 
Witchcraft in England from 1558-1618 by Barbara Rosen Mother Devell was a part of the Windsor 
Witches, and was accused of heavily influencing an old widow named Elizabeth Stile into practicing 
witchcraft with her. This fits perfectly with my view of my witch because many of the conversations I’ve 
had with Megan and Cynthia have ended with “well, yeah, this was all Bev’s witch’s idea, we’re just sort 
of along for the ride” (more of that idea to come in a future post).  
Obviously, she cannot have just a last name. She must also have a first name. I am picking the name 
Agnes because many of the witches put to death that I found in my research were named Agnes, 
including two of the women I discovered when reading a modern day newspaper article about 
Scotland’s most infamous witch trials.  
On another note, names and identities in general are incredibly important in this play. It revolves around 
the idea that what you are called denotes how much power and strength you have, which isn’t 
necessarily inaccurate, it’s just a bit of unhealthy thinking on Macbeth’s part. He becomes so obsessed 
with receiving these new titles that he gradually cares less and less who he hurts in his pursuit to acquire 
and maintain them. This small chunk of the article that I’ve linked to reminded me of a Doctor Who 
episode based heavily around Macbeth (The Shakespeare Code). The premise behind that episode is that 
there is a power in knowing someone’s name, particularly when they do not know that you know their 
name. It gives you power over them, somehow. In a world that involves magic, it gives you control over 
them once you say their name. In reality, it can catch someone off guard. It can scare them. That is a 
different kind of power. However, the world that we are working with in right now does in fact contain 
magic – to an extent – so, I believe that because the witches know of Macbeth’s future titles and they 
inform him of them, not only do they catch him off guard, but they now have the power to manipulate 
him however they choose. This is why they’re able to cause him paranoia and confusion.  
What’s in a name? That which we call a rose by any other name would smell as sweet… or would it? 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
The Trials and Tribulations of Tech Week  
April 12th, 2017  
Challenges:  
 Volume. This was a surprising challenge and it was a consistent note that I got. It was so 
frustrating because I am a loud, boisterous human being and I don’t understand how I wasn’t 
loud enough. One day, when I’d worked so hard to be in tone and louder from getting the note 
the night before, I was told again that it wasn’t enough and that I couldn’t be understood. I 
began to cry. I just wanted to be good. I just wanted it to work and I didn’t know why it wouldn’t 
and I was so mad at myself. At the end of it all, in the scenes for which I was getting this note, it 
was really just that I was on a high platform towards the back of the stage, so all of my sound 
was muffled. That, on top of the loud thunder noises, made so that I could never be heard if I 
spoke right when the lights came up. The solution was just that I would have to wait for the 
thunder to die down.  
 “Speak!” “Show!” – The most consistent line notes that I received throughout the entire process 
were either about theses lines or about the text around these lines. By the time we loaded into 
Klein, I pretty much knew exactly when to time these and I wasn’t getting these as notes 
anymore. A couple days before IDR, I think I was getting really anxious and I just blanked. I don’t 
know what happened but it just happened and it was really weird, but it never happened again. 
So that was good.  
 Enunciation and pacing: I only got the enunciation note a couple of times, but I know that this 
whole week I needed to be better about slowing down and playing my consonants.  
 Costume: Specifically, the head wrap. It took a few tries to figure out how to tie it properly. It 
was a little frustrating but I eventually got it to work for the most part. There were still fun 
mishaps.  
Discoveries and Changes  
 Costume!: The costume was so nice to have. I finally knew exactly how I could move and it was 
so, so helpful. With the head wrap again, we’d been trying to figure out different ways to tie it 
to make it stay and the three of us eventually figured out different ways that worked for all of 
us. Megan and Cynthia’s head wraps showed a lot of their hair and mine (usually) covered it all 
completely. I expected Kevin or Helen to say something about it and ask us to all wear our head 
wraps the same way. But they didn’t; Kevin even said he liked the way mine looked. Because we 
went through the entire week with my head wrap being different from Cynthia and Megan’s, I 
just never changed it and I realized that it was actually kind of important that mine was different 
from there’s for a couple reasons. One, my witch is significantly older than the other witches. 
My witch was around 35 when she gained immortality from Hecate, while Megan’s witch was 
around 15. I would’ve been dressing a bit more modestly, keeping my head mostly covered. 
Secondly, it helped to differentiate me from the two of them. This wasn’t something that I 
thought about until today. Because I’m the instigator and – in some ways – the leader, 
something to distinguish me just enough but not enough to distract is good. I wonder if this is 
why Kevin never said anything.  
 Blocking: At the end of 4.1, we’re supposed to be creating a moving circle around Neal but I 
always felt so unsafe and squished when trying to circle him because the space isn’t big enough, 
so I ended up stepping up to the main platform to get out of it. The next night, I tried not to do 
that because I realized I’d changed the blocking without asking but I still felt really closed in, so I 
ended up stepping up onto the broken step. At the end of rehearsal, Helen told me she liked 
what I had done the night before, so she told me to go back to that! That was a cool moment.  
 Hecate: This is something that we all sort of knew already but it wasn’t until tech week that it 
was brought up in a conversation that Hecate’s role is to keep order and justice, which is why 
once Macbeth has been taken on this path, he must stay on it.  
 Hecate pt. 2: Megan came up with idea that when she says “not for you” in 3.5, she strangles us. 
I loved this as soon as it was brought up and I always made a point of scratching at my throat 
because I think I would be able to feel the hand and want to tear it off but physically being 
unable to.  
I am so ready to open!!! 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Invited Dress Rehearsal  
April 13th, 2017  
IDR went so incredibly well. I felt super connected to everything that I was doing and I felt very much in 
tone. The only note I got was that I needed to play my consonants more if I was going to be turned so far 
upstaged. I’m just going to try not to face upstage because I really thought I was playing my consonants.  
People actually laughed during 1.3, which was really weird but incredibly satisfying. I wasn’t expecting it 
to cause that kind of reaction, but I definitely felt more sinister as it was happening.  
Tonight was really emotional for me, which I didn’t expect. Helen had us all line up so that we could hug 
her. I had so many things that I wanted to express to her but there were still ten people in front of me 
by the time that I started tearing up. I wanted to tell her how much it meant to me that she directed my 
first show here and that she directed my last show. I wanted to tell her how impacted I was by all of my 
“firsts” coming back to my “last”: my cast mates from Lysistrata being in Macbeth with me, using the 
exact same rehearsal skirt, my first and last shows being period shows, even the costume being very 
similar to my first show. I wanted to tell her that she has pushed me in the best ways since the 
beginning. How respected I have felt by her, and how she has never judged me, but only encouraged me 
to succeed. How every time we’ll do this show, we’ll do it for her because we just want her to know how 
much she has done for all of us.  
But I couldn’t articulate all of that at the time because as soon as I stepped in front of her, I cried. What I 
managed to articulate was how much her being my director for both has meant to me and how having 
her as a professor and director has helped to grow and become not just a more confident actor, but a 
more confident person.  
I walked away and into the scene shop to be alone for a few minutes. The production run had yet to 
even begin and already it felt like everything was over. Reality was setting in that this would be the last 
performance I would ever do at this university. MY emotions have a habit of doing this: they sense that 
the end is near, just a couple weeks away, and instead of waiting until the end, they rush in right then. I 
think it’s just the way I process change, but it is frustrating because it makes me feel like I’m being over 
emotional and probably unprofessional.  
Life is getting real and I’ll be honest, I don’t like it. 
 
 
 
 
 
Opening Night  
April 14th, 2017  
Tonight’s show went so well!!!! I was in tone, I knew I could be heard, it was great. HOWEVER: my head 
wrap came off during 4.1. I talked to Helen about this later, because she mentioned that it happened. I 
just laughed it off and said that the possession was simply too much for my witch.  
I was genuinely embarrassed, though, and the only thing that kept running through my head after that 
was “how did I let that happen, how did I let that happen, how did I let that happen”. The head wrap has 
always been kind of a pain. I really love it as a costume piece, but it can be so hard to get it to stay and I 
hate having to retie it in between scene because them I’m worried that it’s noticeably different.  
Megan, Cynthia, and I have decided to start giving each other looks before we say “show!” because it 
doesn’t make sense that we tell him not to ask anything more of us but then we give him these 
apparitions without acknowledging whether or not the others are ok with this.  
Tonight was also my last APO toast as Vice President, and probably ever unless I’m actually able to come 
back on opening nights post graduation. I would have loved to make my own toast to thank and 
congratulate everyone for a great opening night and for a wonderful 4 years here, but I knew even if I 
would be able to, I wouldn’t have been able to articulate exactly what I was feeling.  
What a great opening night. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
April 14 & April 15 Performances  
April 16th, 2017  
Friday  
Tonight felt off. I felt distracted, particularly in 4.1 because of personal things that have been happening 
with my living situation and as much as I tried to shake it off, I knew I wasn’t 100% there. I think I pushed 
through it well enough, but I was distracted enough that I ended up not giving the visual cue that I was 
supposed to give for the first apparition. I saw Cynthia and Megan’s arms go up and I thought I had 
already missed the cue, so I just stood in my spot until the light and recording came on. I found myself 
trying to stop thinking about this for the rest of the scene so that I could move on and mostly I did. 
Otherwise, things went well.  
Saturday  
My parents came tonight and I as soon as I looked where I knew they were, I saw them standing up and I 
briefly thought that they had just arrived. Finally I realized that someone else was being late seated. I 
thought this was going to throw me off, but actually it fueled me. It was amazing. I felt so strong. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Whose idea was this?  
April 24th, 2017  
A discussion we had throughout the process was: why are you doing this? Why do you want to cause 
these things to happen to Macbeth? We went back and forth. Did Hecate tell us to do these things? Did 
we go rogue? If we went rogue, whose idea was it to go rogue?  
Mine.  
Something I noticed as we began doing full runs was that both acts where we have split them (top of act 
1, top of act 4) begin with the witches, which implies that the witches have significant influence over the 
story that is about to take place. I also noticed that every scene that we are in, I am the one to speak 
first. I am the first one to approach Macbeth. I am the first one both times to speak to him on my own 
(“All hail Macbeth! Hail to thee, thane of Glamis!” and “Speak!”). It all comes back to me. I’m the 
instigator. The ringleader. So.  
This was my idea.  
Why?  
Because I like torturing those who are more fortunate than I. I may have some sort of supernatural 
powers but I am very poor and often beg for scraps. This is clear from 1.3. Many women who were 
accused to be witches were elderly, poor, and often widowed women who were merely trying to 
survive. If any of them were in fact witches, I certainly wouldn’t blame them for exacting any revenge 
that they may have against others. People were cruel and demeaning to these women for no reason 
other than because they could never imagine themselves in that situation.  
Macbeth is of noble blood. He is a thane and he is related to the king. I have knowledge that he will 
become the king someday and that angers me more than anything. He has never had to struggle for 
anything – in my perspective – and he gets all this? His future as a bloodthirsty monster is not yet set in 
stone, and I know that I can persuade him in a certain direction. So that’s what I decide to do, because I 
can. If I have to suffer, so does Macbeth. So does Lady Macbeth. So does Banquo and Fleance and 
Macduff and that poor innocent baby. And so, because I am the ringleader, I convince the Second and 
Third Witches to do this with me. Convince them that this is what Hecate wants. That this is the just, 
orderly way and the way it’s supposed to go for him.  
If I can’t have my way, no one can. 
 
 
 
 
Character Analysis  
April 25th, 2017  
This may not completely line up with what Megan and Cynthia think about how we met, but this is just 
my interpretation so that I could give Agnes a fully fleshed out life.  
————- 
My name is Agnes Devell. I am a follower of the goddess Hecate. I was 132 when Macbeth came into my 
life.  
I grew up poor and I continued to be poor. I was born in Northberwyk and lived there until I was 25, 
when I moved to Forres. Supposedly, my father was a fishmonger, but I’ll never know because he was 
gone before I even had a chance to be born. My mother did what she could, begging in the streets for 
food, money, or even just a job in the market to no avail. But I always knew that she loved me. I learned 
to beg by the time I was 5.  
I discovered witchcraft when I was 8, when I was wandering the street late one night. I saw this older 
woman begging this man for bread and he pushed her into the dirt, screaming at her. Suddenly she 
threw her arm up in the air, hand shaking, and the man stopped cold. He turned sharply on his heels and 
walked back towards her and gave her the bread. What power! As soon as she had the bread, she fled 
from him and whatever strange curse she’d placed on him was lifted and fell hard to the ground. He was 
left feeling confused and I was left in wonder. I chased after her into the night. When I found her, she 
shushed me. She knew I’d been watching. I pleaded for her to teach me. I was so hungry, my mother 
practically turning into a skeleton from hunger and exhaustion trying to take care of me. I had so much 
anger in my heart towards all of the people in our town who treated us the way that they did – like we 
were garbage, easy to throw to side and forget about, and I wanted to hurt them. I wanted them to 
suffer like I suffered. She agreed to show me all that knew.  
As I grew, she tried to teach me only the lighter magic. She wanted to save my soul, as hers was already 
forgone. I rebelled – this wasn’t what I asked her to teach me. I wanted her to teach me how to exact 
revenge on those who had wronged me. She reluctantly agreed, and taught me how to control other 
people through little dolls, potions created from the most grotesque ingredients, and calling upon 
spirits. She still refused to teach me the darkest magic, no matter how much I begged.  
By the time I was 15, my mother and I were living quite comfortably, but still she insisted on looking for 
work. I didn’t understand. I was able to provide for us. I just wanted her to rest. She was much better, 
but still so thin from all of the years she spent exhausting herself to make sure that I could eat, even 
though it usually that meant she wouldn’t. She told me she felt guilty. She felt like I was taking care of 
her when she should have been taking care of me – I was still a child, after all, she said, and she was 
worried that people would become suspicious if she suddenly stopped looking for work but we didn’t 
starve.  
Things continued like this until I was 20, when my mother first got the Sickness. For a few years, I was 
able to cast charms to prevent the disease from harming her, but I was too inexperienced. Much of what 
I knew could only cause harm, not necessarily prevent it. After a while, the charms were less effective, 
and the symptoms finally took their toll on her body. She started looking like a skeleton again, no matter 
how much she ate. Her chest heaved with rough coughs and she looked so tired. She finally heeded my 
advice and stayed home to rest. I asked my Teacher if there was anything she could do because she 
knew more than me. Sadly, there was nothing to be done. The month before my 25th year, the Sickness 
took my mother. That next month would prove to be one of the worst of my life.  
My Teacher and I had had become reckless with our powers. Too many people were questioning their 
misfortune and lack of food. One day, I was not at our Place and she was discovered. I happened to be at 
the shore, grieving my mother’s passing, and I saw. They had chained her up and threw her into water. I 
screamed. She never came up. I could do nothing but scream in horror and my arms began writhe and 
shake. Suddenly everyone on the shore dropped to the ground. Had I really killed them? I carefully 
looked at their bodies and realized that I hadn’t. They were merely paralyzed. In my rage, I kicked every 
single person on that shore in the face. They would be forced to drown in their own blood and die a 
slow, painful death like my Teacher. The next day, on the beginning of my 25th year, I fled Northberwyk. 
I remembered that my Teacher had come from Forres and learned all she knew from the witches who 
raised her there – it was nearly a 3 day journey, but I could do it.  
The women welcomed me with open arms, and sympathized with my plight. This was not an uncommon 
story they heard from new members of their clan. Over the next four years, they taught me more and 
more of the magic that I craved to learn, even some of the darker magic that my Teacher refused to 
show me. In 29th year, a child of 9 years old came to us. She and the woman who appeared to be her 
caretaker had been banished from their home. Not long after, a child even younger than the Middle one 
arrived. For 6 years, they grew close with us, and I became very fond of them. Just a precocious as I had 
been when I first began my Training.  
However, I’d also grown close with the much older women in our clan, and one day, they finally showed 
me the magic I most craved: blood. We each sliced a line down our hands and squeezed the blood into 
cauldron. It was painful, but nothing compared to the pain I experienced in my younger days. We spoke 
to Fates and they showed us many Futures. Nothing was set it stone, and only the actions of those in the 
Futures could change their Paths. Having this knowledge made me feel more powerful than I ever had 
and I craved it more and more every day. I decided that the Middle and the Youngest were old enough 
to learn what I had waited almost 30 years to learn.  
The day that the three of us tried to summon the Fates with our bloods, something unexpected happen. 
The Middle began to writhe and then snapped back up, speaking in a voice that was not her own. I was 
terrified and yet what Hecate offered us was eternal life, as long as we served her. Of course I said yes. I 
had seen enough suffering caused to those I loved in my lifetime, and so I implored that the Middle and 
the Youngest to say yes as well. And so we happily began our service to the glorious Hecate.  
Ninety-seven years later, I am peering over the cauldron into the Fates. A Thane of Glamis has multiple 
paths to go down, and they all lead to kingship. This man did not seem to suffer at all in his day to day 
life. He was a celebrated warrior and cousin to the king. I was angry. My whole life, I work so hard to 
take care of those around me, and this man who has never struggled and he gets to be king? I saw his 
Paths and sweet kind of wrath built up inside me. He had the potential to become a monster. I decided 
it was what he deserved and made no plans to tell Hecate what I was up to. However, I did tell my two 
young sisters. I told them this is what Hecate would have wanted: to see justice come out on top. This 
man must be persuaded to take his proper Path. Eager to please Hecate, they agreed.  
We watch over the battle field, making sure that Macbeth does not perish and then we make plans to 
intercept his path. On my way to the Heath, I grow hungry, and ask a sailor’s wife for some chestnuts. 
She screams at me in a way that I had not experienced since childhood. Because she has done me 
wrong, some justice must be wrought. I curse her husband, the captain of ship, to become so miserable 
and tired that he ends up crashing his ship on his own. Perhaps it didn’t help that I stole his thumb as 
tried to sale home. Justice served. When I arrive, my sisters are arriving separately, which I was not 
expecting. I am suspicious of the Middle one because she looks guilty. I leave it alone and tell them what 
I just experienced.  
When Macbeth and his companion, Banquo, arrive, they are startled and in wonder of what we say to 
them. I know exactly the kind of enticement and almost fear I want to cause in him, so I do everything I 
can with my expressions and body and voice to lead him where he needs to go. He is on his way.  
Unfortunately, Hecate found out what he did and knew immediately that it was us. She possessed the 
Middle one with such a fury as I had never seen. I was so scared of what she was going to do and how 
she was going to setback my plan. But Hecate told us that there was nothing we could do from here, 
that he must continue on this path. No matter how angry she was, I smirked. I’d gotten my way. 
Macbeth shall suffer and lose everything.  
We collected the ingredients for our cauldron and began to create the potion that would push Macbeth 
down his path of destruction. I had never been possessed before, I’d only ever seen the Middle one 
endure it. When Macbeth came and begged us to give him answers, I was excited to do so. But the 
possession took such a toll on my body. I felt weak, weaker than I ever had in my long life. And once I 
saw the Youngest one possessed and he still begged for answers after she passed out from having to 
endure it, I had even more reason to cause Macbeth as much pain as possible. I didn’t care who else it 
hurt. He had no sympathy for those suffering front of him, just as I’d experienced before and so I 
couldn’t be bothered to even question what I did next. I became mad with powering, showing him a 
future in which he did not exist and it was thrilling. Exhausting, but thrilling. My anger fueled me and 
incited the Middle and the Youngest one to perform a round of Confusion about him so that he would 
descend further into his madness.  
I kept an eye on his Futures after this. He had only one. To be slain by Macduff. My work with him was 
finished.  
After this, I was banned from using the blood magic that fed my immortality. I began to deteriorate 
slowly and I knew I would eventually end up in Hell, along with the Middle one, for Hecate to hold this 
over my head for the rest of eternity. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Performance Weekend 2  
April 25th, 2017  
General weekend things – This weekend felt mostly pretty good, but of course was not without its off 
moments. Literally every time we did 3.5, with my last lines, “Come, let’s make haste. She’ll soon be 
back again.” it sounded weird to me. I have no idea why because the weekend before they sounded 
fine. I think it was maybe just because in my ear they sounded inconsistent with the voice that I’d been 
giving my witch. Maybe it was just too much me. I don’t know. This goes for all of the performances, but 
particularly this weekend, I’ve noticed how slippery my jazz shoes can be and every time I jump off of 
the main platform to run into the wings towards the end of 4.1, I always slightly feel like I’m gonna ‘bite 
the dust’ on stage. I’m always a little ready to crash and I make really quick mental notes of things that I 
can grab onto and how I can prevent myself from hurting something as I start to run off the platform. 
Thankfully, I never slipped. I can’t remember which performance this was (I think it was Wednesday) but 
I got so caught up in my post-possession exhaustion and anger at Macbeth that I think I cut Neal off a 
little earlier than when I was supposed to. I can’t say this for sure because I honestly didn’t hear him say 
“but one word more”, he may have and it was just muffled, but that seemed unlikely.  
Wednesday – First of all, it was very weird experience having a show (and not an IDR) on Wednesday 
night. I had to remind myself three times between 7:30am and 10am that a performance was indeed 
happening this weekend. I really don’t remember much else about this performance other than Megan 
overheating, getting Sasha to turn a couple fans on (God bless her) and making sure that I myself was 
drinking a lot of water and keeping my costume off for the hour before I went back on stage. And we all 
came off stage at the end and the general feeling was “Good…show? Like…it was fine, it was good. Good 
job guys, but does anyone else feel off?” I think it was just the feeling of trying to get back into the 
groove of things.  
Thursday – I took it a little too heavy on Wednesday night (screaming “our duties did his welcome pay”) 
I think to try to keep my energy up, because during my voice lesson today my throat felt just more tired 
than usual, and no amount of warming up was helping. My lesson was cut short by 10 minutes and I 
didn’t sing for the rest Ok, so we were delayed like 20 minutes but MAN was it a good show! I think 
someone else said it felt like their weaker show but I felt REALLY good. Megan said backstage as we 
were about to do the prologue: “okay everyone, let’s keep the energy up for them, let’s get them back”. 
I was so prepared to bring everything and I did, but honestly, I didn’t need to. They were such as 
responsive audience and they loved every single moment of the show, laughing in places we weren’t 
prepared for them at, and just reacting differently in general than what we were used to. They had so 
much energy and I felt FIRED UP by them.  
Friday – So I never mentioned this in any of my rehearsal notes, but I think it’s important that I mention 
it at some point, because it always gave me so much to work with: whenever Cynthia would get 
possessed by the apparition, she always fell in a way that looked like she was fainting but also floating to 
the ground. My witch is so protective over her, so whenever she did this, it really helped me think 
“LOOK WHAT THIS MAN IS DOING TO US, TO THIS CHILD (because her witch is so much younger than 
mine, she is always in my head as a child, even though we’re all in our 100s). HE DOES NOT CARE WHAT 
KIND OF TOLL IT TAKES ON US, SO LONG AS HE GETS WHAT HE WANTS. HECATE WAS RIGHT. WELL, I’LL 
GIVE HIM EXACTLY WHAT IS COMING TO HIM.” And that is the point where she goes a little crazy 
herself, and starts to enjoy messing with his mind even more than she did before, because he’s hurt 
someone she loves. I think it was particularly powerful for me tonight, so I thanked Cynthia for doing it 
because it was always something that put me in exact emotional place that I needed to be.  
Double Show Day – Wow, that happened. I was surprisingly less exhausted at the end of it all than I 
thought I was going to be. I think these were actually two of the best shows we’ve ever done. I felt 
strong, I felt sinister, I felt myself in tone. I still felt a little weird in 3.5, but otherwise, I felt so good and 
came off stage so proud of the work that I’d just done. I wish I could say more, but there’s nothing much 
left to say.  
Sunday – We ended on a strong note. I made sure to make every choice a strong choice, and I really put 
myself where my witch was at. I realized that she felt everything at a 10. Everything she experiences she 
reacts to viscerally, particularly in 3.5 and 4.1 because everything is at such high stakes for her. In 4.1, 
when the apparition ceases to possess her, I dropped, practically throwing myself to floor because I 
finally understood what she was feeling. Of course I knew what she was feeling because I decided how 
she was feeling- drained, pulled, and absolutely ready to collapse. But on Sunday, I understood, I felt it. 
It was knowing that this was the last time I would do this and I felt simultaneously relieved and 
unalleviated. It’s feeling like a weight has been lifted off but now that it’s gone, the pressure that you 
fought so hard not to crush you is gone and you realize it that was the only thing holding you up, so you 
just fall. That all sounds very dark and concerning, but it wasn’t. It was freeing. It was strong. It was 
good. It was good. I came downstairs and someone said “you hit it a little hard on the deck” and I said 
“Yeah…thank you”.  
During curtain call I nearly cried. At the cast party later that night, I made a toast to the cast, crew, and 
techs, and thanked them and wished them well in their future endeavors. And then we cheers’d 
champagne to the Bard. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Word Magic  
April 25th, 2017  
I meant to post this along with my “What’s in a name? (part deux)” post, but when I went back to edit it, 
this sort of this just really didn’t fit in.  
Word Magic is incredibly important in Macbeth. Similar to the power in names, there is power in words. 
Macbeth shows his susceptibility to magic whenever he mirrors our spells – particularly the curse “Fair is 
foul, and foul is fair”. He says “So foul and fair a day”. Not only have we impacted his physical 
environment, but we have impacted his psychological environment. Because he is vulnerable to our 
influence even before he meets us, he is much easier to influence once he is directly in front of us. This 
will soon lead to him turning into the man on the path we push him down. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
The End.  
April 25th, 2017  
As the deadline day comes to fruition, a final self-evaluation is called for and if I have learned anything 
it’s that I am a human being, through and through.  
I am flawed.  
I am emotional.  
I am passionate. 
 I am scared.  
I am excited.  
I have a rough time keeping up with what I call “liquid deadlines” – deadlines that are technically there, 
but if I don’t actually keep up with, it isn’t really a problem, because they just move to the next available 
space. Liquid. No problem. These are the blog. The blog has been hard to keep up with for several 
reasons. At the end of every night, especially after a really productive rehearsal, I am exhausted and I 
usually have other work that has a hard deadline for the next day. I am a stern abider of hard deadlines. 
If it’s due at [insert time], it will be done and it will be done WELL regardless of when I start it. I don’t 
have any other choice, so it has to happen. And it does. That means that liquid deadlines, such as a 
nightly post for the blog, would fall to the wayside because while it was absolutely important, I wasn’t 
worried about it. I knew I’d eventually get to it. In fact, there were moments in the semester when I 
would start work on it and I would feel GUILTY. Because I could’ve been doing something else that was 
due sooner or would take more time, etc. etc. etc. Most of my semester felt like I had so much work that 
no matter where I started, I was starting in the wrong place and I would always be wrong. I could never 
do anything right. So, sometimes, I just didn’t. I would look at the amount of work that I had and shut 
down out of anxiety at not being able to complete it all. Was I aware that this was completely irrational 
thinking and that I was actually causing myself more problems by not keep up in a manageable pace? Of 
course. But I would have such terrible bouts of fear and anxiety about the amount of work I had to do 
and about what would be happening after graduation, that I just physically couldn’t get myself to do 
anything. I would try to destress by watching It’s Always Sunny in Philadelphia but I COULDN’T because 
the actors were SO. GOOD. And I always felt like they were teaching me something about acting and 
they had all worked so hard since they graduated college and had finally gotten their break and all I 
could think was: I COULD BE LIKE THEM IF I WASN’T SO LAZY AND SO SCARED.  
It was a bad time.  
Every part of this process was emotional. Not only was this one of my favorite Shakespeare plays, but it 
was also my last show as an actor at UMW and (as I have mentioned at least 5 times on this blog alone 
and at least 100 times outside of the Internet) it proved to be a lot of things coming back to where they 
started. I love continuity, I love circles. “It was an emotional roller coaster that ended at the same 
station” – thank you, Andrew Baynard, for that very accurate description. And like a roller coaster that 
ends where it began, the passenger may physically be where it started, but they are ultimately changed. 
And that’s how this feels. I was constantly moved by my character’s story and the stories of those that 
my character interacted with. Yesterday, after realizing that it was all over and that I was never going to 
experience that again, I either cried/nearly cried at three separate points in the day. I especially felt 
emotional during my Theatre History class’s discussion of Macbeth when I mentioned that the prologue 
made it feel like a spiritual experience and Rob responded by talking about how Macbeth (and 
Shakespeare in general) was so much more than just this production. For hundreds of years, these 
words have been spoken time and time again and they have earned a kind of reverence. It was a 
beautiful sentiment and so very true.  
This process helped me to become more passionate about fully telling the story of a character. Even if 
no one ever sees the things I have written about my dear Agnes, they are still important and will always 
be a part of her in my mind. I was so passionate about the research, but it was so difficult to condense it 
all. I ended up taking pieces here and pieces there and weaving Agnes’ story in that way. Working with 
my darling cast for months on end never got old, no matter how tired I felt. I always knew that we were 
telling a very important story and that cannot be done without putting every ounce of who I am into 
telling it.  
This production was kind of a test for me, to see if I could take on a significant role and actually play it 
through without crashing and burning. I was honestly the most worried about being able to memorize 
so much Shakespearean text and I was afraid that I was going to prove someone right: that this wasn’t a 
viable career choice. That I wasn’t cut out for this. That I should quit while I’m behind. I am so glad to 
know that I have proved them wrong, tenfold.  
And what’s to come from all this? Who knows? But I know that everything I have experienced in the last 
4 years and the last 4 months has truly prepared me to go into the world. I am not unafraid. I am 
terrified. But I am excited. I will be brave. I will unabashedly pursue what my heart craves most and I will 
never apologize.  
Today, I got an email from UMW Theatre thanking me for attending Macbeth with the family photo 
attached.  
No. Thank you, UMW Theatre. Thank you. 
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